12,Dane Street 
Jamaica Plain 
Boston: 
My dear M*Lummis, . sae deee 

My cash-tank is down to the Spigot and it is most daring of me 
to buy another book, when my wife threatens to send to the auction-room the 
accumulations that still accumulate. But anything relating 8G Folk-songs or 
Folk-poetry kindles my insensate desires to possess it, so I am enclosing og 
check for a copy of your Spanish Songs of Old California. I wish I might 


see my way clear to get ten to give to friends; vut I will speak of it to 


various singers whom I know. 


ae 


>I have just been spending a year in using the pulmotor on my Famous Compo- 
Peeve which was asphyxiated during the War. It should have been done in six 
months but I had innumerable interruptions. I added a baker's-dozen of new 
chapters; after I had sent off the supposedly last batch of page-proofs, the 
| news of Puccini's death came and I had to add him to the dozen. That is why 
the Old Wolf came yowling and barking under my windows. 
All thru the later victims of my assassinations, I emphasized the impor- 


| 
tance of Folk-song in the evotution of national music. That has been the sez 


eret of Russia's development; the English neglect of its splendid inheri- 


tance of typical song accounts for the backwardness of that country. Purcell 


and the other Seventweenth Century composers were shelved in favor of the 


imported Italians and Germans. Handel was the chief curse of Britain’ At 


‘Last they are faking up. Here in America the same thing is happening: who 


knows or realizes that the Nigger Spirituals are really based on English Fol 


Se songs? Yet they are. We shall never do any thing great until we develop our 


own indigenous music. John Brown's Body is a genuine Folk-song: it was brot 


Maine during the Civil War and spread like wild-fire. Who composed 


and the pine-treest 


You can't kill ‘em! So 


. I am much interested to see your co 


[2 
i Z 
| I wish you would take this letter as a note of introduction to a most Ny 
charming old Russian lady , who is living in Los Angeles. Her name is yr8 
Aline Delano and she is boarding at 50, St. Robles Avenue: Her father was 4 
distinguisht Admiral, the Governor of Arkhangelsk; her mother was of the 
princely family of the Pozharsky--the Prince Pozharsky who with the butcher 
Minin put the house of Romanof on the throne of Russia. She used to know Ru# 
binsteih and was an intimate in the salon of the famous Prince Odoyef sky , who 
had his own orchestra, for which he composed many pieces. She herself is a 
brilliant pianist and has composed charming pieces. She is about seventy- 
eight years old but thinks nothing of driving two or three-hundred miles to 
see a friend, or of starting off to China to visit in a native village. 
She is a dear--one of our best friends; put I think she is rather Lonely 
in California, where her only son is now living: 
The Nomad of the Boston Transcript, Joseph edgar Chamberlin, is spending 
this Winter in Los Angeles.He is contributing fascinating articles to his 
paper. His address is 5103, Echo Street. Do go and see him! Thus I am true 
to my zeal in being asort of chemical reagent between my friends! 


Yours faithfully, 


